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Summary: Two Mortal years have passed by so quickly, and there is 
only one on her mind as she returns to Halloweentown to visit Grandma 
Aggie. Have their feeling's waivered after all this time 
apart ? 


1. 1 - Where is Home? 

_**Author's Note** (As of: ** 9 / 1 / 14 ** )_ 

_Hello everyone a€"_ 

_ I started this Fanfiction, amongst a few others, years ago and had 
all of these amazing thoughts and ideas... I don't know why I haven't 
written in so long, but it is a huge part of who I am._ 

_ Also, thanks for all of the reviews a€" they definitely give me the 
determination to continue. Please keep sending them: what kind of 
writer would I be without feedback?_ 

_ So, without further ado, I am revising, rewriting, and continuing 
my writings, beginning with "Finally Found". With attending college 
and working full-time, I may not be able to update daily, but at 
least I will be able to finish these tales as they deserve. 


Kelt lien 


1 


"I'll be back soon. Mom, I promise. Just think of me as going on a 
vacation," Mamie threw her backpack over her shoulder. The new High 
School graduate had argued for three days after she received her 
diploma . 



Her Mother stared at her with both aggravation and concern in her 
eyes. "Fine, Mamie. But you need to use your witches glass once in a 
while... or is that too much to ask?" 

"No, Mom," she rolled her eyes, kissing her on the cheek. "I love 
you, and I'll talk to you tonight." Mamie made her way to the white 
door, turning the knob and realizing the pouring rain. Glancing back 
at her mother and smiling, she made for the street already sopping 
wet . 

"Be careful!" She yelled from the door, watching Mamie raise her 
hand in acknowledgment . 

Nearing the curb of the corner, a long lightning strike struck the 
ground within the mile. She gazed in the direction, smiling a€" 
thunderstorms scared many mortals, but to others they were nothing 
short of beautiful. Maybe one of the most magical things to occur in 
the Mortal world. 

Closing her eyes, she found her center and raised her hands to 
imagine the illuminated Jack-o-lantern . 

Within mere seconds, she felt the hard cobblestone under her 
moccasins. The Autumn air blowing her short hair a€" Mother had taken 
her for the first haircut in years, cutting it shorter in the back 
and inches longer in the front. She opened her eyes, the giant carved 
pumpkin sat on the stones in front of her. 

She smiled, smelling the pumpkins and nutmeg. Taking her first step, 
she began strolling forward into Halloweentown ' s main square. Dancers 
with elvish ears whirled around, some selling what looked like candy 
apples without sticks. A werewolf outside of the hair salon puffing 
on a cigarette. Trolls, vampires, fairies, witches, a goblin 
couple . . . 

Goblins . 

Luke . 

Mamie hadn't seen him since the last time Halloweentown had been 
saved from becoming the "Boring-town" . Luke must have celebrated his 
22nd birthday already, received his first degree, and married a 
beautiful ginger-haired goblin. Thinking of him holding hands with a 
woman with curls of orange colors... 

She felt her stomach sink and her water-soaked clothes became known 
with shivers . 

"Hello, Mamie!" A familiar elder witch placed her hand upon her 
cloaked shoulder. 

"Hi, Maggie," she smiled, hugging her. Her face didn't hold as many 
warts as the last time she had seen her. 

"How are you, dear? On your way to Grandma's?" The old witch smiled, 
her wrinkles lining her eyes and cheeks. 

"Yes, do you know if Benny is around?" 

"Oh, wait, dear," she placed her hand on her shoulder once more. "I 



believe Grandma Aggie went to the Halloweentown Manor for the 
council . " 

"Oh," Mamie's smile dropped, gaze dropping to the ground, wondering 
if her Grandmother dropped a harmful curse on the gate. 

"You could stay with me for a few days, I'm sure we could find 
something fun to do." 

"Thank you, Maggie, but I have a few more friends to catch up with. 
But if I can't find any place to stay, willa€"" 

"The offer remains, dear. Have a wonderful time back home!" And the 

witch walked off with her wrinkled smile bright upon her 

face . 

'Where am I going now?' Mamie sighed. The only face she could think 

of was Luke's. 'I wonder where he is.' She continued to stroll along, 

immediately sighting Town Hall. 

The Hall didn't seem as cold as it had years before. Rather than the 
gray stones, the stones lined the stairs and walls with browns, 
whites, and multiple colors like a small cottage in a forest. She 
wondered who had taken over the Halloweentown. 

Opening the wooden mahogany door, she found a chandelier of bones 
hanging from the tilted ceiling, the lady pin-cushion waddling and 
spinning across the floor. 

"Can I help you. Miss?" An elder woman with gray hair and glasses sat 
behind the front desk a€" without a doubt, she was the 
librarian . 

"Yes, " she smiled once more, "urn a€" I was wondering if you had a 
telephone or address book for Halloweentown?" 

"I believe we do, please just hold on for one second," she had leaned 
to her side and seemed to sort through a shelf of books. "Ah-ha. Here 
we are." She handed it over the high desk. 

"Thank you." 

Opening the first page, she found the pages that held the residents. 
'Oh, Merlin, I don't know his last name! ' Her index finger scanned 
down multiple pages, before placing her palm to her head as if a 
headache had onset . 

"Is something wrong. Miss?" 

"Some what. I'm looking for my friend's address-" 

"What's his name?" 

"Luke, " she stated nicely, "he has red hair and usually hangs out 
around town." 

"Oh, I know who you are talking about. He helps out around here every 
once in a while. He used to be such a punk, but now he is the 
sweetest gentleman." She smiled. "He lives on the top of Wickford. I 
believe it is a brownish red house with an orange fence." 



'Of course it would be orange.' 


"How can I get to Wickford?" 

"Oh, just go out the door and straight ahead down the pavement and it 
should be only about a block away." 

"Thanks again!" She placed the large book back on the top shelf of 
the desk. 

The librarian smiled softly, "and what is your name?" 

"Oh, I am Mamie Cromwell... Agatha's grand daughter." 

"Ah - dear, Aggie. My does she have a beautiful grand 
daughter . " 

"Thank you." She smiled. "Well, have a nice day." 

"Welcome, Mamie. You have one, also." 


2.2- Inheritance 

Author's Note: Question's Answered (9/1/14) 

Hello again! I noticed some of you had a few questions. So, let me 
offer some explanations and answers: 

Q: Why so fast? They haven't seen each other in years and 10 minutes 
later they are in bed. . . 

A: I can see what you mean by being 'rushed'. Through the actual 
movies, I feel Luke and Mamie do love each other a€" I don't know if 
you've ever experienced not seeing someone you love so deeply for so 
long. I have, and the last thing I wanted was to "take things slow". 

1 have included more before the "lemon", but the point is they are 
picking up where things left off and not holding back. 

Q: Could you possibly write more Luke & Mamie pairing stories? 

A: I've thought about it, and I do have a few more ideas. I'm going 
to try to finish the stories I started first (but, knowing me. I'll 
probably start a new one beforehand) . ; ) 

Q: Are you rewriting the plot? Is this story finished? 

A: I am actually revising, rewriting, and finishing all of my 
fanfic's a€" starting with this one. (I don't know why I'm starting 
with my Halloweentown FF, but that's what I'm in the mood 
f or . ) 

2 

She walked upon the gravel, not noticing any pavement mentioned. The 
street sign shaped of a pumpkin read '_Wickford_' . A house on the top 
of the large hill stood on the left, just as the librarian had 
described . 



As she reached the mailbox, the golden letters on it read, '_L. 
Grochefeld_' . 

"Well, it's worth a try." She walked to the front door, finding a 
long chain hanging from the ceiling. Pulling it, the doorbell chimed 
and echoed as would a church tower. 

A few moments passed until the soft sound of footsteps came. The lock 
snapped and the door opened to reveal a man with short, spiked orange 
hair rubbing his eyes. "Hello?" 

"Luke?" 

His gaze lifted and a speck of surprise shone in his green eyes. 
"Mamie? " 

She nodded, her face feeling as if it were sunburnt. "H-hey... I was 
coming to see Grandma, but Ms. Maggie said she was out of town for a 
few days and I couldn't think of anyone else to visit." 

Luke held his cool smile, widening the door, "please come in!" 

She stepped closer, but Luke continued to stand in the frame to hold 
the door open. Releasing her breath, she squeezed past him, feeling 
the shock of contact. 

The door closed, the lock clicked, and he guided her into the living 
room . 

"Do you drink coffee, Mamie?" 

"I couldn't live without it!" She responded. 

"Well, let me make a pot a€" I'll be right back." He smiled and left 
the room. 

She peeked around his home, built up with cobblestone and dark wood, 
and decorated with shades of both orange and green. A bookcase stood 
on the opposite side of the couch, with every book alphabetized by 
title. Nothing was out of place a€" the hardwood floor reflected the 
warm Autumn sunlight. Mamie had always thought Luke's home would be 
a mess a€" maybe not as much as Gort's, but still, not as tidy as 
this . 

A hint of apple cider filled the air. A breeze flew through the 
window and she closed her eyes. How much more comfortable this world 
felt than the Mortal. 

Luke reentered the room with two ceramic mugs of coffee. 

"So, what do you think?" He handed her the cup smelling of coffee and 
pumpkin, then sitting on the ottoman in front of her. 

"It's beautiful, Luke. How in all of Halloweentown did you afford 
this ? " 

He smiled, "well, I inherited some money from the passing of some 
distant relatives a€" I am actually the last of the Grochefeld 
family... don't feel sorry, Mamie, I barely knew them." He looked at 
her and placed his hand on her exposed knee, triggering goosebumps 



under her leggings . 


"Well, still... it's really great. You should be proud." She sipped 
the warm drink, loving how her mouth filled with the taste of 
pumpkins and coffee. 

"How have you been? Have you finished High School?" 

"Yes a€" I graduated this past May. What about you? Did you reach 
your Associate's?" 

Luke pointed to the wall towards the left, "Bachelor's in Literature. 
Now I'm working towards my Master's." 

"Congratulations." She smiled, then felt his thumb caress her knee. 
She let out the softest of gasps, reverting her eyes to somewhere 
other than him. 

It was obvious he knew of her discomfort, his smile spread a bit and 
he looked in the same direction as she. 

"What do you see?" 

She took another sip, "I'm actually amazed you're home is so 
clean . " 

He laughed, "what did you think it would look like? Sort's junk 
yard? " 

"Definitely not! I don't think anyone could match that disaster." She 
giggled . 

"Are you hungry at all? I just went grocery shopping." 

"A little, but I packed a few snacks in my..." but as her hand 
grabbed the bag, his hand had captured hers. 

"No, no 'snacks'. I'm making you dinner." Again her face felt heated. 
It seemed like he was trying to make her feel this way. 

All she could do was nod. His face was only inches from hers as she 
lost herself to looking over his adult figure. He was a mature goblin 
now: without the pointed ears, ginger hair, and emerald-green eyes, 
he would look almost human. His large nose had grown smaller, his 
eyebrows fit his facial features. He was no longer lanky with nothing 
but skin and bones; now he had a toned masculine figure. 

As she caught her own eyes staring at his belt, her eyes snapped back 
to his. She stood up, nodding. "I-I'm sorry, I just need some... 
fresh air." She took a few rushed steps to the window and leaned on 
the sill. 

All he could do was smile wider, walk to her side and lift her arms 
around his own waist. He knew what troubled her, because it had 
troubled him before. 

He pulled her into an embrace, her ear almost directly over his 
heart. Between the beating, breathing, and warmth of his body, she 
felt relief and the sleepiness take part. 



They stood under the window in the light of the sunset for what 
seemed like forever until he let her go, "what about some steak for 
dinner? " 

"Sure." She nodded. 

"Let's move into the kitchen, then." 


3. 3 - I've Waited Forever 

"That was so good." Mamie slouched backwards onto the cushioned 
futon, the television holding her vision but lacking her 
attention . 

"I watch enough of '_Cutthroat Kitchen' ." _He placed his fork down 

and fell back into the cushions next to her. "So, other than being a 
graduated High School student, what else have you been doing?" 

"Not much, really. I don't have any really close friends in the 
Mortal world anymore. We all sort of drifted different 
ways . " 

"Surely you must have made new friends. Your a great person who 
anyone would be lucky to have as a friend." He sounded so polite, but 
Mamie questioned if his skills in sarcasm had developed further. 

"I wouldn't call them 'friends'; acquaintances , maybe." 

"Any dates lately?" 

That question repeated itself so many times, it was hard to respond 
to . 

"N-no. Was never really allowed." 

"Oh yes, Mrs. Piper wouldn't have approved." 

She tried to fake a laugh, "who would want to date me, anyway? I'm 
just some weird girl with..." 

"Who wouldn't want to be with you?" Somehow, her chin had fallen into 
his hand, and his face was back in hers. 

There was no way to hide her warmed cheeks from his fingers, no where 
else to look, and her body was frozen still, not wanting to move. A 
sadness lurked in her brown eyes a€" with so many Halloweentown years 
that had passed by with no contact, she had thought of him every day. 
With no contact since her last visit, she had thought he would have 
fallen for another. But, here he was, alone in a beautiful home, 
staring into the windows of her soul. 

Somehow, he seemed to be drawing closer a€" their knees against one 
another. He caressed her jaw with a feather-light touch, "don't say 
that ever again. You are worth so much and anyone would be lucky to 
have you at their side." 

He gently found her arm, pulling her into an embrace. Luke could feel 
the stiffness in her figure, "it's just me, Mamie. I'm still the 
same guy." He lowered his left hand to the small of her back, holding 



her close. 


The nervousness in her breathing, her pulse racing, and all he could 
do was keep her close. She felt the touch of his hand on the bare 
skin of her back, causing her to shiver. 

"L-luke, " she gasped softly as though she had been drowning. This new 
touch didn't help the fact she was as stiff as an ironing board. 

These touches were completely new a€" much different than a small 
kiss on the cheek like when he had lost the charm Kalabar had cast 
upon him. 

Something soft met the crook of her neck, drawing out a light 
whimper. She felt his lips gently grace her neck, her body releasing 
all tension in response. Her arms had found their way up to his 
shoulders, breath still caught. He continued to kiss her mellow skin, 
laying her on the cushions of the couch, not breaking the intimate 
contact . 

Her breathing was becoming a storm of near soundless moans and gasps 
until she felt his lips meet her own. His fingers grazed her belly, 
leaving trails of heat. 

It seemed like forever, and when he pulled his face away it was 
saddening. He smiled softly, watching her almost breathless body 
directly below his own. Drawing his finger around her face and neck, 
there was nothing except silence. 

"I've waited... so long. I'm sorry, I couldn't hold it in any 
longer." Her eyes were closed as his hand soothed her. 

"I was nervous to find you." 

"Why?" 

"I thought you would have found someone by now." 

"I was hoping you hadn't." His hand began making it's way to her 
collar bone, drawing another pant. 

His hands cupped her face and lips reconnected. He lifted himself 
from her side, relocating to kneeling between her knees, lowering his 
abdomen to hers. He slowly raised her skirt revealing her black 
panties under nylon, closing the space between. She moaned into the 
kiss, and he moved from her lips to her neck. 

As he controlled the patterns of pressure amongst their thighs, he 
listened to every sound leaving her mouth. 

He froze the interaction, lightly kissing her lips and smiling. 
Dampness was starting to form around her forehead and hairline. He 
smoothed her hair back and lowered his mouth to her ear, "do you want 
me to stop?" 

He pushed against her sensitivity once again, causing her to blurt 
loudly, "n-noo... no. No." She couldn't stop the heaviness of her 
breath. Luke nodded in response, standing up and lifting her like his 
bride . 



4. 4 - I'll Give You Everything 

He brought her to a small hallway, pushing the last door with his 
foot. The bedroom was dimly lit with a small nightlight by the 
dresser. Meeting her lips again, he sat upon the pillow top mattress, 
letting her legs fall and adjusting them to straddle his lap. Pulling 
her legs further apart, she could feel his hidden arousal even more. 
She moaned into his mouth, as he guided her hips into a slight 
rocking movement . 

She broke the kiss, catching her breath and groaning to the ceiling. 
It wasn't possible to hold onto sanity much longer. 

Luke had found the bottom of her shirt, lifting it above her head and 
throwing it onto the floor. A black-laced bra remained, her arms 
snapping to his shoulders as he unclasped the backing. 

"Are you alright?" He gently touched between her shoulder blades, 
triggering goose-bumps a€" all she could do was nod quickly in 
response. It was easy to tell what was making her nervous, kissing 
her neck, his hands slowly started to pull the straps down and off of 
her arms . 

His kisses moved downward, leading to a puckered nipple at the mercy 
of his tongue. 

"Oh, Merlin," this feeling was so different. This had been the 
furthest point of intimacy she had experienced yet, and they were 
only getting deeper. 

He suckled so lightly, starting to lead her paused hips back to the 
grinding motions. A long breath was released with a louder moan. He 
switched breasts and teased the last with his thumb. 

Mamie's hands found the lining of his shirt, parting him from her 
exposed skin, she pulled his shirt off quickly, arms 
shaking . 

Flipping her into a lying position, he stood on the floor leaning 
over her to lay more kissed above her waistline. With the gentle 
removal of her skirt and stockings, her skin faced the cool night air 
of Autumn. She shivered at the new temperature. 

He pulled her to sit up, placing her hands at the waistline of his 
pants. All she could do was stare at his face, her hands couldn't 
stop shaking as they reached the button and zipper. Once undone, they 
dropped to the floor being shoved aside. 

Lips crashing to lips, he distracted her mind as he slipped his hand 
down to her nether region, slipping one finger into the beginning of 
her opening. She jumped in response, holding his wrist tightly. Her 
button was pink and swollen, and as he put concentrated pressure, her 
hips responded by pushing against his hand. He continued pressing 
rhythms into her clit, her insides tensing even more. 

After a few moments, she seemed adjusted to this new conquered 
boundary. He withdrew his hand and broke their kiss. "Do you trust 
me?" 


She stared up into his eyes, breathless 


"you know I do." 



"Are you enjoying yourself?" 

She began to nod when she felt a finger slip into her opening. 

Between her eyes being clenched shut, her moaning and her back 
arched, he couldn't help but notice how beautiful she was. Her hips 
met his hand as he pulled and pushed his finger. 

"What is this?" She asked, rushed between moans. She could feel 
something brewing in the pit of her belly, growing faster and faster 
until it surfaced leading her moaning into his chest. The clenching 
and release of her core muscles continued in small spurts. He studied 
her emotion, and when her tightened hands released his shoulders, he 
knew she was finished. 

"Oh, Mamie... I can't hold this much longer," he kissed her and 
guided her hands to his boxers, then assisted in pulling the 
waistline down. What resulted was a large, hardened member standing 
erect and waiting for admittance. He took her hand and led it to his 
length, allowing her to grasp it. 

Holding his emotion, he released her hand and grabbed her hips 
guiding her head to the pillows above. 

She could sense the next movement, and nervousness took over her 
nerves. He moved between her legs once again, lining his erection to 
the entrance. 

"L-luke?" 

"Don't be nervous." He kissed her forehead, she could feel the tip 
waiting to penetrate. "Don't be embarrassed. This is completely 
natural and there isn't anyone else I want to share this experience 
with." He rubbed himself up and down her folds, making her jump as he 
hit the tiny nub. 

"It's not going to fit," she stated quietly. 

He kissed her forehead again, "look at me, Mamie." 

She met his eyes, studying his smile a€" he could always reassure 
her, even if he wasn't trying. His lips met her once more, giving her 
a distraction. 

After so many anticipated moments, he began: sinking into her in the 
slowest possible pace. It didn't take long for her to become silent 
and motionless trying to fight the pain a€" tearing, ripping, 
stretching... he opened his eyes to see her face covered in tears. 
Maybe a slow entrance wasn't the best option for her. 

He pulled his mouth away, kissing each tear upon her cheeks, and she 
remained quiet with her strained expression. 

Pausing the journey of his member, "Mamie a€" hang in there for me." 
He lowered himself to his elbows, grabbing her hands, "squeeze." He 
kissed her neck and returned to his task. 

Once he heard a squeak come from the back of her throat, he couldn't 
take knowing she was in pain any longer a€" he slammed his hips 
against hers, causing her a loud, pained groan. He wouldn't dare 



reveal how pleasurable her innocence was to break. 


He brought his face back to hers, "that's it," he whispered, 
smoothing her hair back and caressing her face. "That's all there is 
for pain. Just need to wait a few moments for you to adjust." 

She finally opened her eyes, enjoying the way he touched her hair, 
twirling strands around his finger. A light sting remained, but it 
was nothing compared to what it had been. 

He grazed her lips and pulled away, offering a soft smile. She 
couldn't help but reciprocate with the same a€" and, without warning, 
he pulled and slammed back into her core, a pleasured moan slipping 
uncontrollably. And with that response, he repeated the action. Once. 
Twice. Three times... 

"Oh my... ahhh ! " He had created a stable rhythm between them, and 
there was no denying she enjoyed every stroke. 

"I've missed you... so much... MERLIN, MARNIE ! " 

Every beat included another moan, inching her towards her peak. Her 
vagina was clenching tighter and tighter as were her abdominal 
muscles. And once she was sure of exploding, the orgasm ran all over 
her. The feeling of bursting and letting it all go. She couldn't keep 
quiet as she rode the waves of delight. Little did she notice before, 
Luke was feeling something amazing, also. With his loud groans, a 
liquified heat rushed to her insides. 

He lowered himself onto her as softly as he could manage, then rolled 
to her side. 

It seemed like it was forever until their breathing returned to the 
slightest bit of normal. He finally propped himself up on his elbow, 
smiling and examining her body. 

"How are you feeling?" He asked, placing his other hand on her 
belly . 

"Exhausted." She responded, yawning. She smiled back at him 
sweetly . 

He kissed her hand, pulled her into his side and covered with bunched 
quilt that had slid down the bed. 

"I love you," he spoke into her hair. "I've waited for so long to see 
you, to touch, " he traced her lower lip with his finger, "to tell you 
everything you made me feel". He kissed her hand. "And now, you've 
come back." He matched her lips with his. "I'm so sorry if this was 
tooa€"" 

Mamie cut him off, "no... not 'too quick'. I've been waiting for 
what has seemed like forever, " she felt his lips on her forehead. 
"I've loved you for so long, and all I wanted to do was tell you. All 
I wanted to do was lay here with you, to hold your hand, to have this 
conversation. . . " 

"How bad did I hurt you?" His eyes reflected with concern. 

She touched his face with her hand, "it doesn't matter. It was worth 



it because it was with you and no one else." 

Their lips met again, massaging and caressing one another before 
falling asleep. 


End 
f lie . 



